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only at a few days' distance. Orders were instantly given to march and he left the town at the head of several army corps, going towards Valladolid, from which direction the English,, under Sir John Moore, were expected. Marshal Lannes, being quite recovered, was to accompany the Emperor on horseback. He suggested to me that I should stay at Madrid till my wound was completely healed; but there were two reasons, against this. In the first place, I wished to be present at-the battle with the English; and secondly, I knew that the Emperor scarcely ever promoted people in their absence,, and I was anxious to obtain the promised step to major, so I got ready to start. The only thing that troubled me was that by reason of my wound I could wear neither cocked hat nor busby. The handkerchief bound round my head was not quite a sufficiently military head-gear to appear among a staff closely attached to that of the Emperor. The sight of a mameluke of the guard with his turban and red fez gave me an idea. I had a cap of the same colour; round this I wound a smart silk handkerchief, and placed the whole over my bandages.
We marched the first night to the foot of the Guadarrama. There was a sharp frost, and the ice on the roads caused the troops—the cavalry especially—to march with difficulty.. The marshal constantly sent officers to see that the column was in good order, but kindly exempted me from this duty.
While our colleagues were  carrying orders  N------and I
were often alone with the marshal.    N------beckoned to me
and held out a bottle of kirsch. I declined, with thanks •, my friend put the neck of the bottle into his mouth, and in less than a quarter of an hour had emptied it. Suddenly, like a Colossus overthrown, he rolled to the ground. The marshal
broke out angrily, but N------ replied, ' It is not my fault ,-
there is ice between my saddle and my seat!' At this novel and quaint excuse, in spite of his wrath, the marshal could not help laughing. Then he said to me, c Put him into one of the provision wagons.' I obeyed, and our comrade went to sleep on the sacks of rice, all among the hams and saucepans.